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terraqueous Ball, 
A free- born People thirſting af. 
ter Thrall a 


and Love, 
Intent, thoſe darling Bleſſings 


| to remove, 
Court Novelty, and Diſſolation court, 
And of their own Undoing make a Sport ? 
Is there a City, once of great Renown, 
Who tamely lays her high-plum'd Honours down, 
Sated with Freedom, ſtretcheth forth her Hands, 


And graſping, pants to wear 1gnoble Bands ? 
oft Such 
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Such if there is (but ſurely there is not) 

Ah, what muſt be its dire impending Lot! 

Such there is not; yet try, my Muſe, to fing, 

As if in Nature there was ſuch a Thing, 

And allegorically ſtretch thy Wing; 

To viſionary Tracts extend thy Flight, 

And Dreams, which Morpheus brings in ſilent N icht. 
Methought a City to my Eyes appear d. 

Where Towers and Temples, high their Summits rear 4, 

Where honeſt Induſtry bore up her Head, 

And Arts and Sciences, around her ſpread ; 

Where decent Chearfulneſs ſtood forth confels'd, 

Where ſocial Harmony warm d every Breaſt, 

And ſober Plenty ſhew'd that every Houſe was bleſs d. 

My Heart exulting at the joyful Sight, 

In Rapture beat, and ſhar'd of their Delight : 

It ſeem'd as bleſs d with Heaven's peculiar Care, 

And to my Mind, appear d Eyſium there. 

When lo! the pleaſing Proſpect vaniſh'd quite; 

As beauteous Forms are loſt in Shades of Night. 

Loud Uproar ſtrait enſu d, and lawleſs Will, 

And decent Language, chang d to Clamour drill. 

So as when Scenes in Theatres are drawn, 


Which ſhew d the yellow Harveſt, verdant Lawn, 


The 


1 

The flow'ry Meadow's Pride, the ſhady Wood, 
The azure Sky, the filent cryſtal Flood; 
Thoſe plac'd behind, dire Rocks and Tempeſts ſhow, 
And ſhipwreck'd Mariners, fad Scenes of Woe! | 

What means this ſudden Change, my Fancy faid ? 
From Views of Rapture, whither am I led! 
When thus TRE SrLEH of Vistoxs faid: * Behold 
« There is a Pagod all bedeck'd with Gold. 
* In human Form, the pond'rous Idol fits, 
ce And all around, his glittering Poyſon ſpits ; 
The thoughtleſs Multitude lick up the Bane, 
© Which to Delirium, inſtant turns their Brain. 
* Then, by inverted Rule, the Pagod prays, 
« And courts his baſe Idolaters, and pays. 
Great Feaſts he gives; oh wonderful to tell ! 
« Such as were ſerv'd to Babylonian Bell; 
ce The Dragon's Doom do many Feaſters ſhare, 
« As if the Feaſt was Pitch, and Fat, and Hair.” 
For what, theſe mighty Tables, daily ſpread ? 
For what, thoſe Numbers to thoſe Banquets led ? 
For what, this Courtſhip, this obſequious Air? 
Is it Affection, and paternal Care? 
Again the Sylph — © No, to be plac'd in Rule, 
« And every Man he courts, to make his Tool.“ 

Is now thy Glory ſunk, once ſhining Town, 


And ſquander'd laviſhly, thy late Renown ? 
B Sons 
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Sons of that City! thoughtleſs do ye play, 
And wanton, throw your Libertics away? 
Js this the Truth | Are ye, through venal Gains, 
Sunk into Sloth, neglecting gainful Pains ? 
And gorg d as Gluttons, are ye made to {ell 


The honeſt Cauſe, which once ye loy'd ſo well? 


Can venal Views pervert the gen'rous Mind, 
And ſordid Lucre lead ye fetter d? —blind ! 
Calamity may ſeize the Great, the Brave, 
Our Tears, our Pity, ſuch are ſure to have; 
Contempt attends the voluntary Slave. 

Can there be one of Machiavelian Hu e, 


Through every Maze, his Purpoſe to purſue 2 


Will give, cajole, and, in the Guiſe of F riend, 
Act every Littleneſs to gain his End ? 

Friend to the Town! to whom a Friend is he, 
Who leads ye laughing into Miſery ? 

Thus to decoy from Induſtry and Pains, 
And thereby ſink the poor Mechanick's Gains: 
By Ways inglorious, once his Purpoſe won, 
What can ye then, alas! depend upon? 

The late laborious Husband, even now, 

No more his Avocation can purſue; 

No more he makes his Family his Care; 
While he can the pernicious Revel ſhare. 
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I:ervated by e he ſleeps, | „ 
\. .uie in lank Hunger all his Houſhold weeps. | 
Is it not equal to theſe People all, | 

If they by Luxury, or Famine fall ? | 
What matters whether Death aflail the Heart, | 
Or from the flowing Cup, or flying Dart? 

Worſe from the Cup, tis taken void of Fear, ; 


And Death in Friendſhip's Form hes lurking there, 
While the keen Arrow, whiſt ling, bids beware. 
Can he the Widow's weeping Loſs retrieve, 

Or make the ſtarving Infants ceaſe to grieve ? 

Was he your native Citizen? ſure no! 

An Alien to the People, treated fo. 

Who but an Alien, of Affection, void, 

In Wantonnefs would fee whole Tribes deſtroy d; 
A City cruſh'd, to ſerve his lawleſs Will; 

To do it good, he had not, hath not Skill; 

By Cunning, conquer'd half and half by Force, 

So hapleſs Troy receiy'd the Grecian's Horſe. 

What merits he, who, veſted round with Power, 
Protecteth not, but ſeeketh to devour? 
What if he veſted was, with Golden Mines, 
Defus d abroad to carry bad Deſigns; 

The Mine to each Receiver is a Curſe, 

And, to the Giver's Honour, is far worſe, 
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The Sylph then ſeem'd to ſpeak, and thus ſhe ſaid, 
(Benevolence her blooming Face o erſpread ) 

* Would'ſt thou be-bountitul? in private be, 

e And let not Crowds thy Benefaction ſee; 
« And mindful, 'ne'er/let thy Right Hand impart, 

* The gen rous Deed to that, that's next 58 — 
« Such is true Charity, ſuch is the Friend, 


26 Not oſtentat ious to a grow ling End. 
When in my Dream appear d, with matchleſs Grace, 
In Radience clad,” the Genius of the Place: 


The Guardian Genius cry d aloud, Beware, 
Think what ye have been, think what yet ye are: 
« Repent and turn — your Liberty protect. 
© Leſt Children's Children blame your ſad Neglect, 7] 
« Leſt reading Records of theſe fooliſh Times 
« In Bitterneſs of Soul they curſe your Crimes. 
“ Then rouze, ye righteous of theſe fair Demainss | 
The Freeborn Briton, ſcorns-ignoble Chains. 
« Rouze, and the Freedom of your Voice aflert, 
« Who is compell d, diſplays a Coward Heart. 

« Worſe he, who Lucre makes his filthy End; 

« Foe to himſelf is he, to none a Friend. 


« Exert your Freedom, or embrace Deſpair |” 


He faid —and like a Meteor vaniſh'd into Air. 


